VIOLENT    TRUTH

She always will prevail, you know.5 I wanted to, but as I
looked at her I knew I simply couldn't. 'Yes,' I said, 'I
quite agree. Nothing would please me better than
wringing your neck, but I can't do it, and that's that.
You are being too annoying for words. You might at
least answer the few simple questions I want to ask you.'
She wriggled sleepily on the pillow, momentarily
unveiled a pair of far from sleepy eyes, shut them again
and said: 'All right. I didn't say I wouldn't answer
them, did I?' Lord, these women! I thought, but after
all, especially in the presence of Truth, one must face
facts as one finds them. So I put it to her.

" 'Now, listen!' I said, 'I don't care whether you go or
stay, but you've got to admit that you've been grossly
unfair to those poor old gentlemen who've done their
best for you.' 'High bald domes and long white beards!'
came the murmur from the pillow. 'You've ridiculed

Plato-----' I insisted. cOh, go on/ she said, cjust go on

like all the other silly men who fall in love with illusions.
If you want to know, I couldn't stand Plato at any price.
He was simply a dreamer.' 'Well/ said I, cat least you
can't say that about Aristotle.' She shook her head on
the pillow. 'Oh, for God's sake/ she muttered, 'don't talk
to me about Aristotle. He was almost as bad as Bacon.'

" 'Surely both of them cared about Truth?' I queried.
She flung herself up and cried: 'They didn't! They
didn't! They didn't! They didn't care for me one little
bit; they only cared about facts, for all their beastly
brains.' She collapsed back again on the pillow and
sobbed and sobbed. 'All you do/ she lamented, 'is to
pity all those silly old men and you don't think at all